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= :  . PHOTOGRAPHY AT MARGATE. 

“ The seaside air seems to thoroughly agree with Poor Pa, and his friskiness is developing daily by leaps and bounds. It seems that his latest fad is amateur 
photography, and the only thing that troubles him is his failure to obtain sitters. Somehow or another, everyone seems to fight shy of his apparatus. The 
other day, at Margate, while attempting to kidnap what he termed a couple of promising young models, my Poor Misguided Parent nearly got himself into serious 
trouble, and it was only Ma’s persuasive powers that prevented the victim’s papa from giving him in charge. Papa got well scratched for his pains.’’—Toorsit. 


AN ELECTIONEERING ADVENTURE. MISSING MR. KIDDERMINSTER 


In 1654 Mr. Kidderminster, late steward of the Bishop of 
Ely, mysteriously disappeared. He had with him six hun- 
dred pounds—his own money—in gold, 2nd he was robbed 
and murdered at the “ White Horse Inn,” at Chelmsford. 

In 1662 his widow, who had for almost. ten years in vain 
striven to obtain some tidings that would throw light upon 
the affair, saw an advertisement that Sir Orlando Bridgman 
had caused to be inserted in the newspapers to this effect : 
“The bones of an MOPBEEy person, supposed to be robbed 
and murdered, were found buried ina back yard in Chelms- 
ford. Whosoever ean give notice of any person missing, 
let them give notice to Mr. Talcott, coroner, in Fearing, or 
to the constable at Chelmsford, or to Mr. Roper, bookseller, 
over against St. Dunstan's Church, in Fleet Street.” 

A somewhat uncomfortable notion of “one’s ease,” at the 
good old fashioned inn, may be gathered from this narra- 
tive, condensed from the sworn evidence of Mary Kendall, 
aservant at the “ White Horse.” On the day in question, 
having dressed herself in her best clothes, she had obtained 
leave of her master to visit her father, and “on her return 
at night, her mistress bade her fetch a pair of sheets and 
lay them on the bed in the room called The King’s Arms. 
When she came into the room, she founda portly gentleman 
standing with his back towards the fire and with his hands 
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make him aeap.” The landlord and Jandlady were in the room at 
this time, having supped there with Mr. Kidderminster, who had 
ued the house on several previous occasions. In the presence of 
the girl he handed to thein a “cloak bag,” and told them there wus 
in ita sum of six hundred pounds and some documents of con- 
siderable value, Her mistress then bade her go to bed, and lie with 
the younger children who slept at the further end of the house, a 
thing she had never before been asked to do. Here she was locked 
in. her mistress unlocking the door the next morning. 

She said, “ Between one and two of the clock in the morning, 

he heard a great fall of something, and that it shook the room. 
When she came down in the morning she found her master, her 
inistress and the ostler sitting very merrily at the fire with a flagon 
of drink before them, none of them having been in bed that night, 
hor the two daughters, Betty and Priss, who were appointed to be 
in the same room where the maid used to be.” pater 

She further stated that, “Not seeing the gentleman stirring in 

the morning, after some time she asked her mistress if he was 
gone. ‘Yes,’ answered she, ‘though you were 80 gooda housewife 
you could not get up, and bismed ker for lying so long in bed. She 
a-ked if the gentleman had left heranything. ‘ Yes,’ said her mis- 
tress, ‘he left you a groat,’ and put her hand in her purse and gave 
it her. ‘Then,’ said the maid, ‘I will go and make clean the 
chamber. ‘No,’ said the mistress, ‘my daughters and I have set 
thet to rights already : do you what you are about and then go to 
your tlax wheel,’" The door of the bedroom where the gentleman 
had slept was, for the next couple of months, kept locked. Once 
the girl asked if she could clean it as usual, ut her mistress 
replied that they had no guest fit to put in it, for it was kept for 
yentiemen,” 
. One Sunday, some time after this, Mary Kendall's master gave 
her the key to fetch out his cloak from his chest, and there, to her 
astonishment, she found the suit of clothes the traveller had worn 
und the cloak bag that had contained the money, which she saw 
him deliver into the hands of her employers, About nine weeks 
later, her mistress sent her up into the room where Mr. Kidder- 
minster had slept that fatal night, it being the first time she had 
cnrered it since it had been locked up. Looking eagerly round, 
slic saw upon the tester of the bed, the gentlemans hat, his 
hanger, boots anda satin cap which she had taken off his heac 
when she had made hima nightcap with a napkin, She carried 
these things down to her mistress aud the ostler, who were in the 
kitchen, “You said the gentleman was gone to London ina 
coach,” she cried, “Did he go without clothes? for 1 saw his 
clothes in my master’s chest, and these are his, too.” 

They called her a liar, and her mistreas “ broke her head in three 

laces,” and eventually they frightened and threatened her into 
keeping silence, and she was taken into custody and committed to 
Newgate before she would speak. Meanwhile, Sewell, the landlord 
of the inn, and his wife were taken before the justices, but, deny- 
ing all knowledge of the matter, were bound over to appear at the 
next assizes, A fortnight before the trial came on, however, Sewell 
died, and it was supposed that his wife had poponed him so that 
he might not confess, During the next week she herself died of 
the plague, and Moses Drayne, the ostler, was alone tried, con- 
victed on strong evidence, and executed. Subsequently, Sewell’s 
daughters were tried on the same charge, but acqu' tted. 

® * * * * a 
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r al al te Futher-in-law, And what is your income, Mr. 
Sponger 

Young Sponger, About five pounds a week. 

Prospective Father-in-law, For life? 

Young Sponger. Well, no. I'm afraid that the man I borrow it 
of will be ruined in about another twelve months, that’s why I 
want to get married into a decent family. 


* 
THE rose may be the queen of flowers, 
But old Throgmorton Cox, 
Who spends in Capel Court his hours, 
Swears by his show of—stocks. 


s 

Bert. Haw! can't you help me? Must I put this stamp on 
mv selty 

Post Office Clerk. It will be no good if you do, sir. 

Nell, Fh?) What?) What the dyvel do you mean? 

Post Office Clerk Seisitr dy A Why, you're too heavy for Letter 
lost and too long for Parcel Post. I should try Carter, Paterson, 
u I were you, sir, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


aa 


! 
! i 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 427.--The “ Margate” Costume. 


“No one abont ? How jolly! One, two, 
three! Up we go!” 


Buffies has advertised for a house- 
keeper : alarming results. 


First Friend. Hallo, old man! how bald you are getting! 
fall out ? 


Second Friend (scornfully), No. Wife and I du: the hair doesn't 


Does your heir 


tae | ANOTHER wo oh 
LOGICAL STUDY. 
“on, don't, Maria! Murder! Police!” | . 


The Elephantelope. 
BL 


A 


| by the time I have waited. 


(Saturday, July 2, 1899 


“You'D ever make a newspaper reporter, ALLY.” “Why ne 
Mac?" “'Cos the only meeting you ever attended that way af 
big boss wanted to say ‘The warm Irish heart was the strengt/, , 
the country,’ and blest if you didn't give it ‘The warm Irish hee 
and——" Then SLOPER arose with his whisky in his fist and |) 
cyes a-blazing, and yet another old Fleet Street geezer found t),... 
“Blue Pig” sawdust ain't as good for the back hair as lime j,,._ 
and glycerine. *.° ate 


mer - ergy —— 
air Visitor. I've cal to inquire ou can giv Ae 
writing to do? : Give! Tae any 
Editor, Humph! Well, we're awfully full of stuff; but w)..- 
can you write? ii 
Fair Visitor, Oh, anything ! 
Editor Sp terepeagy 4 Anything ! 
Admirable Crichton, then? 
Fair Visitor. No; |'m a typewriter, 


I suppose you area feria). 


OF “ Spectacles * dramatic 

At the Garrick they've “a Pair” on; 
Success is there emphatic, 

And so they “keep their Hare on.” 


s 
Magistrate, What have you to say, prisoner, to this charze o: 
assaulting the plain clothes constable eats 
Prisoner, How were | to know he was a slop, yer honour? [{. 
didn’t kick me, nor trend on my heels, nor jam his kuckles inter ti. 
back of my neck. I didu’t know ‘im. 7 
s* 


s 
“ Say, stranger, guess we've got in New York a park 80 big t},,; 
if a youth starts to walk across it, by the time he comes out ont)... 
other side he's a grey headed man and a grandfather.” “Oh, that < 
nothing! On our side we've got Hyde Park, and it’s 80 wide tia: 
an Ananias walking through it comes out on the other side ay ‘1, 
to date’ American.” *,° t 


Norah. Av’ so you're engaged to Patsy Doolan? 
Judy. Sure, and we fixed it at the wake last week, 
Norah, Ah, Patsy was always fond of moosic’, 
Judy. Fwhat do ye mane by that? 
Norah, Why, 1 was looking at your finger, allanna, and | sco 
he’s given yera brass band. ¢« « 
s 


Temperance Advocate. I consider that it is very wrong inde! 
to brenk a bottle of wive in naming a vessel when she is launcte 
—it is most improper. 

Mc Govseley, Quite ri’, ole man, sho it ish, Mos’ shockin’ wasiite 
of good liquor. ° 

“WELL, of course, it’s a matter of taste,” observed Mrs. Clim- 
berbump, when she and her good man were talking over the eight 
hours movement. “But if I werena man IT shouldn't care about 
being obliged to do a whole day's work in eight hours,” 

Ld 


s 
opine She's well got up, but she’s over forty. 
pofin, Vil bet you a bottle of fizz she isn’t, and I'll go and ask 
her. od interral.] 
Spifix. Well, did you get her age? 
Spoffin, Oh, yes, 1 got her rage! 
** 


a 
WE have just seen an advertisement. Whether it came from tli 
Brown Institution we know not. “Wanted, comfortable ton< 
for stray dogs of a good breed. All may apply without distinct 
of occupation, None refused excepting pork-pie dealers, sau-ise 
makers, and cvok-shop proprietors. ¥ 
= 
. 
“LET who will make my country's Jaws, 
But let me make her song!" 
The Frenchman once exclaimed, because 
The French do come it strong. 
But let who will make England's ballads, 
I'll back myself to mix her salads, 
* 


* 

“HuLvo, Bill, what's this ‘ere Imperial Institute they're all a- 
talking on?” “Oh, it’s a biz in the workman's favour, A lot 
swells made up their minds to stop the bungs giving short mea-tre, 
Nothin’ but real Imperial pints and half piuts to be passed over the 
counter.” * 

s 


The Dook Snook (to the Eminent, whohas just knocked a stranger 
into the farther corner of the bar), What did you hit him for, Mr. 
SLOPER! 
Ally, Why, he actually had the audacity to say that he recognized 
me from my portraits in the “ HALF-HOLIDAY !” 
ss 


. 

Mr, Townley (reading extract from wife's letter), “It is simp 
charming; the country is perfectly lovely. The house we are 
in is covered with creepers——" Ugh! she won't catch me down 
there, then! Hoppers is bad enougit, but I can't stand creepers wl 
any price. *.° 


TueRt's a Nemesis which awaits all ill nature. The younc 
woman at the evening party who has such delight in seeing another 
young woman lose her young man because his arm has got seratched 
from her brooch pin, often loses her own because, in the furry vi 
sneezing with her mouth full of tea, she shoots her false front into 
the shrimp piate. he 

a 


The Same Old Restaurant. : 
oral How much longer shall I have to wait for that fri d 
sole 
Waiter, Fried sole, sir?’ I didn’t take your order, sir. 
Customer, You? of course not! It must have been your father. 
| 
* 


Sympathetic City Missionary. But remember, my dear ma tant. 


| that kind words can never die. 


Unhappy Wife. Perhaps not; but they may be imprisoned fer 
life, as ['ve found to my cost. « » 
s 


“ HAVE you ever noticed how heavy those big milk cans are ' 
see on the railway platforms ?—they seem glued down, alin! 
“Why, what a lunatic you are—that’s caused by the heavy well! 
of chalk sediment that keeps ‘em s0 blooming steady.” 

* 


* 
“ SWEET ore the uses of adversity,” 
They say, but why | never yet could see, 
For of adversity a lot I’ve seen, 
But deuce a bit of usc to me it’s been. 
= 


* Yor 
You should never let your husband think you suspect him, Ph 

all the same, you should never trust him. Of course, T let my tebe 
walk with my sister Florrie in the garden after dark, Yet. te"? 
that, altho’ he don’t know it, I’ve marked each of the back se 
of his coat sleeves with dots of luminating paint. You see. Gu" 
when both the lines of dots are perpendicular then | know this’ 
are all right. If once one becomes horizontal like, I know a 
a good chance of his having his arm rouud her waist. Cie)" 
ain't 1? -< 

e 


Overheard near Walworth, | ; 

First Grimy Son of Tvil. “Fre, Bill, wots up with Sammy 

T sce him in the “Anchor” at three o'clock to-day ; aint e+ 
+ 3 


ne w! 
‘ 


ob? 
Second Ditto. Oh, yus, ‘e's got a job, and a gallus ‘ard one. 1" 
First Grimy Son of Toil. 18 it though, mate? What sort ol 


is it? 
Sccond Ditto, Why, a-tryin' fur to find one, 


Saturday, July 2, 1892.) 


TOOTSIE AT DR. BRIGHTON’S. 


—~— 


Pear old Doctor Brighton! Surely his medicine is the most 
Noneant and most eificacivus in the world ! 

Pe However queer I fee!, 
a week at Brighton sets 
me up again, and [ am 
often seedy, for though 
bu eighteen, dears, Inst 
birthday, | have had a 
lot of trouble. 

There are actually per- 
sons—cean vou believe 
it?—who have never 
been to Brighton, and 
others who have been 
there and not cared for 
it. But, after all, aren't 
there people who can't 
bear music, who object 
to flowers, who don't 
care fur pictures, who 
object even to the 
choicest perfume? 

There are, of course: 

but in the last respect it 

would be as well if their 
friends or relatives in- 
formed them that the 
general public were far 
from being of — their 

Opinion, 

What are the great 
points about Brighton? 
You will hear people 
say that Brighton is 
London on the sea. 
‘ Well, what of that? 
What is it that prevents London being an earthly paradise? Why, 
that it was built too far inland. Imagine the ocean where 
Lambeth Marsh is now, and the golden sands taking the place of 
the Thames. The King’s Road is as fine as anything in London, 
and it has the sea in front of it. You may quit your palatial hotel, 
and yo at-paddling tive minutes" later, Ese 

Some people, to», object to Brighton because it is so near town, 
and, if vou go there, you find so many Londoners ; but I can't say 
] object to meeting Londoners, and [ hope they don't object to 
necting me, or, even for that matter, Lardi Longsox or Tottie 
Goodenough, Well, we're down at London -super- Mare, and 
stopping at the “ Metropole.” ae 

Tie * Metropole” is a great institution, and must have brought 
mich money to Brighton since it opened, and L hardly think a 
veir or two hence will be found to have done any harm to the 
wher tirst class hotels, for, of course, tastes will always ditfer, and, 
as the poet of 
old was wont to 
sing, “ Ditterent 
people has dit- 
ferent “pinions : 
some like apples 
and some like 
iniuns.” A’ bar- 
ber, whose tari? 
for a shave was 
three - halfpence, 
sid the Metro,” 
where the price 
Was six pence, 
Was raining the 
Jocal trade. The 
Dook (who had 
some — difficulty 
in producing the 
odd half d.) 
agreed with him. 
The poor Dook 
is more than 
usually impove- 
rished, and those 
two pretty 
Italian girls who 
plaved a week or 
Iwo avo in A 
Detective at the 
Tiel, worry his 
ite out for small 
chaswre: ‘tanusb Worry his life out. 
be bad to be an hereditary stoney broke noble. Poor Snook! 

Perhaps what is most wanting about Brighton is the beach. 
Many thousands of people have been known to go to and return 
from Brighton without tinding out there was a beach at all ; indeed. 
Fred Collins, the Skylarky One, alone knows its exact dimensions. 
Weak ankied gents or girls with proper high heels ought not to try 
the Brizhton boulders, which the so-called beach consists of. 

Phe jewellers’ shops in the King’s Road bave always been to me 
abit ofa mystery, Somebody, of course, must some time or other 
buy the thousand pound rings on view in the windows; but | must 
confess that | have never noticed anybody go either in or out of 
any of the grand shops, which, however, may possibly have branch 
pets sharon kept open on broken mainsprings aud lost watch- 
KUVS, 

I.urdi and T have been shell and seaweed gathering, accompanied 
by poor Billy, who is absolutely destitute, and—to make things 
Worse—he has lost his hat. The idea of a penny subscription 
towards purchasing another, generously proposed by Lardi Long- 

sox, who burrowed her 

nny to start it from 
Miss Goodenough, 
has fallen through, and 
Billy’s only hope of 
avoiding sunstroke is to 
snatch a hat from the 
head of a helpless child 
and make tracks, 


shell and seaweed gatbering. 


* 7 * * 
He has done so, and 
is now explaining to its 
mother that it was only 
his fun, 


* * * * 
An awful thing has 
happened, Bob has 
been suddenly sum- 
moned to town by his 
father, the Earl, Direc- 
tions appear to have 
— been lett with the head 
waiter to feed us and 
allow us to partake of 
moisture, but otherwise 
we are absolutely with- 
out funds, Billy's idea 
is to black our faces 
and do a bit of busk- 
ing, only if the manager 
of the “Metropole” 
should recognize us, the 
MW ; question is whether he 
wuld Tet us dine any more at the table dhéte. The Dook Snook 
sxzests that Billy should sit in front of the “Old Ship,” labelled 
ving,” till he melts the heart of Fatty Coleman, 


Billy's first mishap. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


THE LAST “FAST.” 
(Pour Succi, the fasting man, is confiued in a Parisian lunatic asylum.—Press.) 
THE foolish faster, in his might, 
With Azraél fought a fearsome fight 
By tasting not a single bite 
Till forty days had passed ; 
And countless fulks (since folks delight 
To gaze uj, on the ghastliest sight) 
Rushed himward daily, eager quite 
To see the faster fast, 


But, though the crowds who ran with glee 
So sad a spectacle to see 
And gloat upon, may surely be 
As heartless idiots classed, 
We cannot well, per contra, style 
The foodless loon an imbecile, 
Since lots of lucre, in our isle, 
Made that same faster fast. 


Yet now we well may deprecate 

His mode of life; since ruthless Fate 

Has destined him to try a great 
Experiment at last 

From which no pile of gold he'll snare, 

However vastly it impair 

His health; for in a madman’s lair 
They've made the faster FAST. 

——— 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 
(Written by himself, with passing observations and Soutnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 

CHAPTER XIIL. 

I AM FIRST THAT WAY! 


Ir is a sad thing for even the sun to own to the black spot. I 
have had my weaknesses, 

(The only thing, though, you'd never have weak, if you could 
help it, was your throat gargles.—McG.) 

Yet every gentleman is ever ready to confess when he is in the 
wrong. 1 am always ready to confess when I am in the wrong. 

(1 am not quite sure that the old nan is quite on the truth stakes 
this journey. When he’s been “smokering it,” the morning after 
the way that man will stand out that he's never had more than a 
brace of threepenn’orths, and they were only stood by the County 
Court writ server, and he daredn't have refused him at any price. 
I don't say my husband was born sleeping in the next patent 
swinging cot next to Ananias: but, anyhow, fis mother must have 
been living in lodgings near by. 

I was overcome for the first time in my life on paying a visit to 
Gravesend. I have ulways loved the river. To sit down quietly 
and drink bottled beer, listen to the concertina a-playing, and 
watch the young men’s arms a-stealing quietly round the dear 
lasses’ waists—I have always been happy under those circumstances, 

(As a-down-the-Greenwich-Hill-Roller, champion shrimp-wolfer 
and roundabouter, I'll back SLOPER against anyone, my dead 
grandmother included.—I KY Mo.) 

The day had been loveliness itself. I had admired the shipping 
onthe nobleriver. I had not, perchance, limited my “ Unsweetened ” 
to the exact number of every pier we stopped at. It is strange 
the first time when one finds one’s self too over-exhilarated. 

You do not so much meet the pavement ns the pavement does 
you, The Indicrous likeness to which the lump-posts bear to co- 
lossal corkscrews ir also worthy of the note of the social philosopher. 
It is unfortunate, too, that peculiarly marked craving for insisting 
before the world that you are perfectly sober. [have an indistinct 
recollection of imagining that | was walking on a treadmill which 
would not work properly, I also at times stayed to wonder why I 
had become an astronomer. I saw so many stars. All of them, 
too, of such curious shapes, sizes and degrees of brilliancy. 

But at length the world closed about me. I sank into a sweet 
and easy dream, . 

IT awoke, “ Young man you've copped the brewer.” 
voice of the constable. 

Had it not been for my happy facility of making myself agreeable 
under all circumstances, that night would have been passed in 
Bow Street. Alas! 

(To be continued next week.) 


It was the 


“A SAILOR'S SWEETHEART.” 

SHE stands on the beach at day break, 
Ere the boats all sail away, 

And she waves her crimson ‘kerchief 
To speed us o'er the bay ; 

There's many a lass in dale or town 
Is fair enough to see, 

But there's ne'er a maid like Jack's sweetheart, 
For a sailor's love is she! 


She thinks of me all the daytime, 
And if ever the storm winds blow, 
And the waves rush over the cliffside, 
She's praying for me, | know ; 
With her sweet eyes raised to Heaven, 
She pleads for the lads at sea, 
And a gailor’s heart is her true reward, 
For a sailor's wife she'll be! 


When my boat sails into harbour, 
After the voyage is o'er, 

I know she'll be watching for me 
In the sunset on the shore ; 

And I long for her kiss of welcome, 
Her smile like the wavelets free, 
For « sailor's queen she'll ever reign, 

And a sailor's love is she! 


——.¢———— 


MURDER WILL OUT. 

HGH Courts of Justice be hanged! Give us the rustic adminis- 
tration that used to be dealt out when we were young aud curly 
headed and guileless, and only got a newspaper once a week in 
Little Lower Grubbington, That was the justice we liked, for 
above all the truth, the golden truth used to pr@valedet. Take the 
day when we all went over to “seasions’ to hear old Ben 
Burrwhisker tried for stealing the cow, Old lawyer Amos, a power- 
ful fine orato |, rode over on his cob all the way from Dumpliuhaven 
to speak for him. We call to mind his words now: 

“Gentlemen of the Jury,” he said, “every one of you in that box 
knows how upright and honourable our friend the pris’ner is. We 
have lived together, we have broken bread together—yea, we have 
all been drunk with him. and what is it, gentlemen, that can rival 
Grubbiu'ton whisky for bringing men close together?) He never 
turned a hungry man from his door empty handed, or a thirsty 
with a tooth above his liquor. He has wept with those who 
mourned, and has laughed with those who were mirthful, Do you 
believe that such a man could steal a cow ?——" 

The tears were rolling down the prisoner's cheeks, Every now 
and then he gave a great gulp: half the jurymen were sobbing. 

“No, gentlemen,” continued old Amos, “such a man as that 
might shed his blood fora friend and share his last shirt with the 
Orphen and the widow, but he could not steal a common cow.” 

vor old Ben, erying like a child, was unable to stand this 
eloquence any longer. He struggled to his feet, and mumbled— 

“Gen'l'men, gen'l'men, this man makes me feel as if I didn't 
steal that cow. I'm a bit of a liar myself, but our dear friend 
Lawyer Amcs is a true descendant of Avanias, I never ‘eard a 
feller tell ‘em so ready. I can put up with one or two, or half 
a dozen, but, strike me up a mulberry! I'd sooner go to quod 
than sit here and listen to him for another blessed minute. 
Gen'I'men, T dé steal the dodgnsted cow—there! Now, judge, 
put on your nightcap an’ get it over.” 


ay 
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THE CLOWN’S WIFE. 


—~—. 


THERE were plenty of girls in Pritehardson's Cireus who mizht 
have been thattered rather than annoyed by vld Benjamin Bellamy 's 
tunorous atten- 
tions—who 
might have 
simpered = and 
blushed — and 
coquetted, and 
cried, as they 
offered up their 
faces to be 
kissed by him, 
“Oh, go away, 
you naughty 
old dear, or | 
shall scream!” 
And although 
he knew this 
perfectly well, 
he persisted in 
following 
about the 
place, and 
speaking to, 
the very girl 
to whom he 
could see his 
room would 
have been far 
prrerevie to 
his company. 

To Benja- 
min's surprise 
he found, on 

cing up to 

ose one even- 
ing, that his presence seemed more welcome than otherwise, 
lustead of scowling at him, she smiled upon him and called him 
9 many endearing names. They walked slowly to where the 
circus was pitched, and then, arrived at the opening in the huge 
tent which led to the dressing rooms, Rose slipped a small piece of 
paper into Benjamin's haud, and bid him “Good-bye, for the 
present.” 

Conceive, if you can, old Bellamy’s delight when he found that 
bit of tlimsy to represeut a seat in the first row of chairs surround- 
ing the circus, 

Long before the show began was Benjamin in his seat. What 
he'd come for was the performance of the angelic Rose Roundering, 
ond all else was to hima nuisance. At last she came. The light 
of her delicious eyes, falling upon her admirer as she entered. 
struck that gentleman into a cold shiver of irrepressible joy, and 
caused him to smile vigorously, aud wiuk rapidly, and crane his 
neck forward at 
the imminent 
hazard of falling 
from his chair, 
and contributing 
to the entertain- 
ment by standing 
upon his head in 
the ring. 

The most amus- 
ing feature of the 
entertainment 
was now to come, 
This was theduck- 
ing of a so-called 
“wedding party" 
(consisting, of 
course, of the per- 
formers); the 
arena being tem- 
porarily con- 
verted into a 
“round pond” 
for the purpose. 
OF this litte 
gathering, Litile 
Flop) was the 
bride (dressed 
appropriately, you 
know); one of 
the other clowns 
wns the bride- 
groom, the riny- 
master was the “father of the bride,” and some half-dozen of the 
grooms represented the wedding guests. As the boat containing 
them made its way to about where Benjamin Bellamy was sitting, 
Rose Roundering's head peeped slyly from the curtains at the other 
side of the circus,and Rose Roundering’s eyes looked lovingly into 
those of Benjamin Bellamy. B. B. leant forward and bestowed one 
of his sweetest smiles upon his charmer, and, as he did so, he felt 
himself seized by the coat-collar, dragged into the water and 
aero aud ducked to the accompaniment of the spectators’ 
aughter. 

“"E du do it well,” said one, when he had the breath to spare from 
laughing. 

“E's a darn good hactor,” remarked another, critically, little 
dreaming but what he belonged to the troupe. 

The more distressed poor Benjamin lovked, and the more he 
protested and ges- 
ticulated and 
called for the 
police, the greater, 
of course, was the 
people's — merri- 
ment; and the 
merriest of the 
onlookers was 
Rose Roundering 
herself, who had 

ut her husband, 
uittle Flop, up to 
the joke. 


oe 


Led to the dressing rooms, 


The angelic Rose Roundering. 


* e * 

A day or two 
after his ducking, 
Benjamin re- 
ceived, from the 
town into which 
Pritchardson's 
Circus had moved, 
the following 
note :— 


“DEAR SIR,— 
My wife and I 
would feel hon- 
oured by your pre- 
sence at our bext 
performance — of 
The Wedding 
Party. 1 inclose 
youaticket which 
will admit you tu a seat in the front row. 
there, Yours respectfully, 


Benjamin treated the invitation with angry silence. 1 
he iad answered it, he would have felt qualified to decline on the 
score of a bad cold. 


Dragged into the water. 


Trusting to see ven 
Lirtere Poor 


“Srhiape. at 


(Saturday, July 2, 1¢99 


“When I married iny present tu-) 
dear, knowing he was a bookinake: | 
was under tLe impression that he wa.,, 
author. I now find that he has no 1. 
romance in him than a lamppost }a-, 
—EL£xtract from Letter of Young Lair, 


“My taflor (Snip) has offered me a ‘fiver’ if I will makea new design 
for seaside suiting—something away from the everlasting checks, and 
stripes. A thing that will ‘knock ‘em on the Jetty,’ don't you know.” 


She. Do you think, Mr Spriga, I shall 
allow you te vote for Home Rule ? What, 
sir, eau you know of such a question ¢ 


“If you dare to go out without my permission ! I'll lock you in your 
bedroom, aud you sha’n't stir; but clean all the windows and stairs in 
the house while I'm out—and I'll stand over you while you do it, there!" 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—PRINCE FERDINAND OF BULGARIA. 
ny -> 


Oe* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
Of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 241.—MIss LILLIE FRENCH. , 
“Sweet heart, thy love is ull I pine fer now." — Zhe Dook Snook. 
“Tam entranced : her beauty overcomes me,” —Lord Bob. 


“ More stately than the flower from which she takes her name.” 
—The Hon, Billy. 


Q). “Plenty o° fork lightnin aboot,” soliloquize! the dear 
Elder, us he took his evening stroll, 


(2). When McParritch let go an illicit cask, which overtook 


Just before Prince Ferdinand of Bulgaria departed from these shores, A. SLOPER 
craved of His Royal Highness an interview, which was graciously granted. It was 
A. SLOPER’S intention to propose to the Prince that he should raise for him a Bul- 
garian Bodyguard composed of “ Friv.” girls, —() ). with Tootsie as their captain, but 
on putting it to the Prince of Wales, H.R.H. strongly advised the Eminent to abandon 
the idea, as he felt certain the Prince's astute mamma, Princess Clémentine, would 
object to the movement. Then A. SLOPER bethought him that he might induce 
Prince Ferdinand to come and be interviewed at Mildew Court, when they might act 
atravesty scene from The Tempest, tor the occasion, with the following cast: 
Prospero—A. SLOPER, Esq.; Ariel—Mrs, Sloper; Miranda—Miss Tootsie Sloper ; 
Caltban—A. Sloper, Esq., juur.; and, Ferdinand—(this in big letters) THE PRINCE 
OF BULGARIA. The Family had a dress rehearsal. Jubilee read the Prince's part. 
—(2). Alexandry played the drunken scene so well that he had to be carried to 


McPARRITCH’S JUDGMENT. 


RM 


the Elder, 


eget 


bed. At this, Mrs. Sloper——(3). (Who really looked quite fetching in tizht:) ur- 
braided her husband for allowing the boy to make use of his bottle asa prop 
which the Wreck protested that he was not aware that there was anything in it. 
he certainly would have first lowered its contents, (4). As for Tootsie, as Mirands 
she looked simply lovely ; but when the dear girl discovered that the Prince was ty 
good as betrotlied to a charming young princess of the House of Orleans, s'" 
observed, “Le yeu ne vaut pas la chandelle,” and over went the show. But the 
Eminent. not to be done, presented himself in the character of the Rightful Duke tv 
Prince Ferdinand, who treated the distinguished Jittérateur like a brother prince. 
but the envious le declare that he abused the royal hospitality by partaking t 
freely of the good things (in a liquid form) provided.—(5). Be this asit may, he wet 
through his part admirably, and the way he delivered the lines, “ Bear with my weak: 
ness; my old brain is troubled. Be not disturbed by my infirmity, ’ was rather thick. 
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(3). And McParritch wailed, “I was sure a judgment wid cum o'er Lim sum day for his vl 


beLaviour.” (7 be continued.) 


Saturday, July 2, 1892.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“Ske Widldy’ x6- Aldershot 
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Poor -Pige ors: 


7 Ih be - : - y ' : Zz f Wf 1 , oa 
I, Yo ei VW WO ewes Wes -ard- East. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Yes; T quite agree with you: it és little too hot for the theatre; what you really want issome | English cracks they can't compare :—The Grand Old Man to Scvttish chicfs Is now imparting hi- 
nice entertaining show that you can get at sully without fuss, bother or crush. And here youhave | beliefs :—Fuundation stone the Queen did lay At Aldershot the other day:—At Hurlingham, « 
it right before you, free, gratis, for nothing. Ring up, ring up! we're just about to commence. | came to pass, Two thousand rocks were brought to grass :—His Highness of Baroda went And saw 
Prince Bismarck everywhere appears To have been met with frantic cheers :—For life the ruffian | the Colonel in his tent, There vou are: I fancy that's exceeded your expectations, eh? 1 shali 
little recked; But used his “gun” with dread effect :—The dusky sprinters badly fare ; With | be in the same old spot next week. Ta, ta!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


THE ONLY REMEDY. 


_hef6 - bekined- 


bi Love me, what a torf! A dook at the least! Why, blow me 
if it ain't old Swipes that keeps the little chandler's shop at the 
tup of our road in London.” 


Gee? | A party at Stockton-on-Tees 


a, 


NEVER SAY DIE. Was remarkably weak at the knees, 


“What a cad reflecti " ' . 5 a vere better,” le said, 
shall be getting oll.” * Yeu, Suton pate age ce bytes * What do you do to make your hair so thick, Mabel? I've tried every hair restorer under the sun. | im ic phe pe ay heals oJ 
(They shudder. “So used I, dear, till I got as bald asa jung. Now I use a depilatory.” Which Le did with the grea'est of ease, 


214 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


“One WHO FEELS DEEPLY THE DISGRACE OF THE REGIMENT” 
fs the sornewhat lengthy but significant num de plume ola lads 
who has been writing to Truth 
complaining. bitterly of the un- 
gallant couduct of “the milling- 
tary” at the Woolwich balls, It 
was a pitiful sight, we are told, 
to see the crowds of charming 
girls standing out dance after 
dance, whilst the men were either 
too lazy or ignorant to do any 
thing but adorn the wat's, 
SLOPER quite agrees with 7ruth's 
indignant correspondent, but it 
isa matter which he himself has 
often pointed out in. these 
columns. The popularity of 
dancing in really smart society 
has fora long time past been on 
the wane. It is not now con- 
sidered either good form or “the 
thing” to indulge in ‘Terpsi- 
chorean exercise. It is ten 
thousand pities, for so surely as 
the fashion dies out iu “hupper 
succles," so surely but more slow- 
ly will it fade among the lower 
classes, who are ever ready to upe 
>the manners of their social 
superiors, and before many years 
have fled, the 'Arry who so far 
forzets himself as to break into 
a jig or hornpipe will be con- 
sidered outside the pale of the best Whitechapel society, whilst 
the once popular cellar flap will become entirely obsolete. 

= 


* 

HAVE you heard it? What? Chevalier’s latest coster ditty. Oh, 
you must—you really must, indeed. It can be done by visiting 
either the Pavilion or the [ivoli, the respective programmes of 
which popular halls are quite as fine and large as usual, if not 
more so. Marvellous Swauburough ! Incomparable Morton ! 


* 

Members of the Music Hall Profession who are taking part in 
the Musie Hall Sports should cast their optics ou the Silver Cup 
given asa Prize by A. SLOPER, Esq. 
beauty and a joy for ever, but it is capable of holding a fair jorum 
of tluid—a consideration not to be overlooked this hot weather. 


s 

CHARACTERIZED neither by the pomp of Royal—but, neverthe- 
leas, somewhat snobbish—Ascot, nor the busy bustle of Epsom, the 
Windsor race meetings are marked by 
An uunpretentiousness, & delightful 
sense of ease, which tends largely 
to make them the most enjoyable 
fixtures of the seasov. Here the 
sportsman cau discard the heavy and 
generally uncomfortable silk hat in 
favour of the light and cool straw, 
the dressy frock coat for the delight- 
ful freedom of a lounge suit; whilst 
the fair sex need not add to their, 
doubtless, already sufficiently long 
dressmaker’s bill by purchasing any 
elaborate costumes, but can appear, 
looking equally nice and extremely 
dainty in a tennis or boating costume, 
The June meen was held last week 
and proved highly successful, both 
from a social and sporting view. The 
wether was fine,thecharming country 
around looked its best, and the pretty 
little lawn and stand of the small and 
strictly select club was well patroniz 
by those who enjoy the privilege of 
membership. «,* 


In the “ HALF-’UN” for June 18th, 
the Eminent stated that Sir Henry 
Isaacs had left London for the distant 
shores of South America. On the same 
day, however, Sir Henry wrote us 
from 52 West Hill, Sydenham, so the 
F.0.M. must have made a slight mistake. Sydenham and South 
America are not next door, please. ALLY! ALLY! the heat of the 
weather again ! + * 


THE Polytechnic Reception Bureau have issued at 309 Regent 
Street a most useful book for the“ young Man from the Country.” 
It consists of information regarding the Social, Recreative and 
Educational Institutes and Clubs in all parts of London, and is 
intended to furnish young fellows coming from the Provinces 
with a complete guide to that side of London life which is at once 
attractive and beneficial to youths who have arrived in the 
Metropolis with little or no knowledge of life in a great city. In 
addition to exhaustive lists of clubs, societies and institutions in 
every district, there are several interesting articles by eminent 
athletes on the different yeahs in which they excel, and as the 
price is only sixpence, the ook should receive a hearty welcome, 
though we trust it may not be the means of attracting a still larger 
crowd to swell the ranks of our already overstocked labour market. 


» 
ALTHOUGH only intended to act as a sort of stop gap during the | 


summer mouths, the revival of A Pair of Spectacles, at the Garrick 
Theatre, will be 
hailed by the ma- 
jority of play goers 
with infinite 
delight, inasmuch 
as it serves to in- 
troduce us to John 
Hare at his very 
best, and in a 
character = which 
suits his peculinr 
. talents down tothe 
ground. Besides 
Benjamin  Gold- 
finch, there are 
several other ex- 
cellent acting 
characters in the 

iece—notably 
iregory, Dick, and 
Mrs. Goldfinch. 
All these parts 
have thoroughly 
capable _ interpre- 
ters, as the names 
of Sydney Brough, 
Charles Groves and 


Kate Rorke will 
show, No one 
should miss the 
curtain raiser at 


this theatre, which is entitled My Daughter, and is written by Mrs. 
Bancroft. When we say that the little piece is in every way worthy 
ot its authoress, we in no way exaggerate facts, and cur advice to 
play goers is to see the piece, under any circumstances, 


It ix not only a thing of | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


‘A GOOD substantial programine must be the verdict on the bill 
of fare provided by the Royal Music Hall management. Virst we 
have Katie Lawrence, with charming songs 
and more charming appearance ; then we have 
G. W. Kenway, whose mimicking propensities 
are too well known tocomment on here; Edgar 
Granville comes next, and the result of his turn 
is to set us regretting that such a capital come- 
dian is seen so rarely on the London music 
hall stage. Last, but not least, we have to deal 
with the Albert and Edmund ‘Troupe of Panto- 
mitmiste, and the worst that we can say of them 
is that they are inimitable in their own line of 
business. ‘Taking all things into consideration, 
anight might be far less advantageously speut 
than at the Royal Music Hall. 

ron 
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LorRD ABERDARE, who took the chair at the 
annual business meeting of the Royal Society 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals 
recently, spoke of the attempts that have been 
made to induce the society to take up the ques- 
tion of vivisection, and ended by making the 
extraordinary assertion that, in the great 
majority of ‘cases, the operations were carried 
out without pain to the animals operated upon, 
capping it by remarking that he himself had 
been operated upon several times, and found it 
quite painless, Quite so, but the noble Presi- 
dent of the 8.P.C.A, should bear in mind that, 
not only were these operations for his own 
benefit, but by the use of anawsthetics all pain was 
avoided. The poor unfortunate doz, cat, or 
rabbit who has fallen a victim to the vivisec- 
tionist, however, docs not get the choice of chloroform or ether; 
it gains nothivg by the experiment, but has its spinal bone ex- 
tracted or its brain paralyzed, or some other equally repulsive 
operation, just to further the views of a body whose most ex- 
perienced member not long ago confessed to having made “no 
progress at all.” wa 


“& 


WHEREis the Eminent’s Manifesto? has recently been the anxious 
inquiry in political circles. Why this delay in publishing it to the 
British Empire?) Fret not, dear brethren—fret not. Everything 
comes to him who waits. So will A. SLOPER'S Political Manifesto, 
And then will the world acknowledge with acclamation that there 
is only one Eminent, and he, of course, is none other than the one 
and only A. SLOPER. Watch eagerly and watch patiently. There 
is hope for England yet. e« 

s 


THEY have strange habits in India, which, it is hoped for the 
sake of railway travellers generally, no Englishman will copy. It 
seems that a fakir in 
Meerut, having loaded 
himself with iron chains 
to the extent of about 
one ewt., wished to tra- 
vel by railway as an 
ordinary passenger. 
But the railway authori- 
ties would have none 
of him, not as far as 
passenger was con- 
cerned, but insistec 
that he should travel _ 
in a goods train, packed (316 
as goods. The vid man \ + 
did so, and almost ded =‘ 
in consequence. We , 
dort load up with | 
chains in England— ; 
booze is nearer the . 
mark. Perhaps if ( 
English railway com- x 
panies would insist ({ 
upon beings of the Mc-  \. 
Gooseley order travel- | - 
ling as goods, it would : 
be a move in the right 
direction. aes 
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THE Mildewed Prize- 
fighter has this day 
been graciously pleased 
to confer the “Award of Merit upon FRANK SLAVIN, because he 
took his licking like a man. “ Feyther,” bleated the Blue Orbed 
Bottle Holder, “ why dont you get Frank to initiate you into the 
mysteries of the noble art ot self defence? Just look ‘ow useful it 
‘ud be when, after a house dinner at the Rumfoozlers, you're having 
aset-to with cabman about a hextry tanuer, why—” But at this 
moment the Ancient let out straight from the shoulder, and if the 
blow was not aimed in strict accordance with the Queensberry 
rules, it at least had the effect of doubling up Alexandry like a pair 
of compasses. we 

s 


A. SLOPER atronply recommends visitors to Broadstairs to put up 
atthe“ Balmoral Hotel,” kept by Mr. Henry R. Willats, F.0.S. The 
gay and festive Henry will long be remembered as the manager of 
the“ Cliftonville Hotel,” Margate, and in his new home The Family 
wish him success. His dinners are good, his beds are comfortable, 
his “ Unsweetened ” is Al,and—it's all right, Mrs, Sloper’s nowhere 
about—his barmaids are simply golopshus ! 
ss 


s 

A MOST distinguished company it was who, on the evening of 
Saturday, June 18th, foregathered in the charmingly illumiuated 
grounds of the Acton Liberal 
Club to meet the Frequently 
Fuddled Fabric and Family, 
whose arrival was the signal 
for the commencement of a 
grand entertainment organ- 
ized by Messrs. J. Rentle and 
F. Hyde: and which waa 
contributed to by a number 
of talented and popular per- 
formers, including Professor 
Lindo, the celebrated juggler 
and magician, and Miss 
Nellie Burns, as tasty and 
clevera little song and dance 
artiste as ever made the 
Eminent sigh for a life of 
single blessed ness once more. 


s 

A. SLOPER's Political 
Battle Cry—“ Free drinks 
and no work!” Hooray, 
boys, for the Friend of 
Man and Public Benefactor ! 
Tories and Liberals alike, 
vote for A. SLOPER, and 
you'll never regret it. 

* 


* 

Ir the three card trick 
gentleman who won ten 
pounds, six pawn tickets 
and a Sloper repeater from the Eminent at the last meeting of the 
Alexandra Park Trotting Club will communicate at once with 
Iky Moses, Esq., “ he Sloperies,” that gentleman will be pleases 
to join forces with him on future occasions, Share swag, plus 
five per cent. to the one who captures the most 1s, 


a 


(Saturday, July 2, 1899 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WERK ENDING JULY 97TH, 1892, 
8rd July, 1863.—Samuel Roxby, actor and manager, 


at Scarborough, aged 68. 


4th July, 1733.—A wagon, laden with silver, whith | 
been taken from a Spanish privateer by the Garland mane). 
arrived this day in London, under a strong guard of sailors, 


Sth July, 1839.—A Bradford paper of this date says :-—» \ 
ingeniou- little plaything, catled the Chartist: whistle, ha. 1. 
sold freely in this town during the last few weeks. [tis mij 
tin, and in the interior is formed a small reservoir for flour « r 
or some other dust or fluid; the blow-pipe communicates wi 
reservoir, and, of course, the inexperienced operator is sure ; 
receive the contents in his eyes the moment he attempts to | 
the whistle. The whistle itself is a practical joke, aud a very 
one. The ingenious mechanic, however, who invented it, no 
intended to convey au important moral lesson, viz., that the len 
of the Chartists are throwing dust in the eves of their follow 
order to secure some advantage to themselves. We underst; 
one of the whistles was exhibited to the bench of magistrates): 
other day. The name was stated—but the modus operand:  . 
not. One of the worthy justices, eager to hear the territic so. 
immediately put it to his lips, and as quickly received part «: 
ounce of flour in his eyes. It is unnecessary to say that the i 
dent was too much for the gravity of the court.” 


6th July, 1888.—This day. a cabdriver was 'rought up 
being drunk wiaist in charge of his horse and cab. ‘ie mazisir 
Mr. Chance, asked the prisoner what he had to say. The » 
denied that he was what was really called drunk. | Mr. Cia 
asked what he meant. The cabman observed that he did noi «+ 
sider a man drunk until he went toa pump to light his pipe. (/, 
laughter.) Mr. Chance remarked that he could vot accept: 
explanation, and ordered the defendant to pay a fiue of 7s, or : 
default, five days. 


7th July, 1828.—An American steamboat, it is stated unis; 
this date, cased the Car of Commerce, had been blown up ont 
Mississippi. Out of seventy deck passengers but three or {; 
escaped injury—eighteen men were uried at once, fifteen others 
were missing. 


a a a 

8th July, 1839.—This day a man, ina state approachine : 
toxication, had the temerity to lay himself down between the ne - 
on the York and North Midland line, and remained in that 
tion until a train passed over the spot where he was laid, |». 
tunately no injury was don- to his person, though two ted jor 
cinders from the fire fell upon his neck, The reward of his 
valour was a quart of ale, 


Oth July, 1839.—The following childlike and bj 
announcement appears ina newsprper of this date :—* THe | 
FOR STEAM.—Great benefits are frequently accompanied by 
evils—and it should be the especial duty ofall governments to pre 
vide for the latter. An ofticial inspectorship of steamboats (wired 
last are now all the rage !) is abou, to be instituted, and we strone'y 
recommend, not only asa means of diminishing rheumatism amon; 
the stokers, but also as a provision against scalds and contusions 
that Holloway’s Ointment (so renowned in disorders of an exter: 
kind) be freely supplied to all steamboats, by the proprietors, 11 
the use of it enjoined by the Board of Inspection.” 
SHE KNEW BETTER. 
Poetical Swain. 

WILL SHAKESPFARE'S views I'll not endor-e 
When he remarks that true love’s course 
Ne'er yet rin smooth. For well | know 
Our love without a check will flow. 


Practical Damsel, 
For nonsense, that’s annexed the bun! 
For, when we twain have been made one, 
You'll find that [, like ail my sex, 
Shall very often ask for—cheques. 


_ 


FOREARMED ALEXANDER. 

THERE is a happy little family living in the leafy suburh « 
Golders Green, consisting of father, mother and two sons, 
respectively eight and ten, the peace of whose home circle is sv 
disturbed by discord. For,as a rule, Alexander William and Or 
Samuel are well behaved boys, and seldom need the correcting pau 
of their papa applied to the bagging portion of their school stil 
For their mother never chastixes them. She cannot bear 1 
thought of punishing the children, and when they so far forse 
themeelves as to err in their behaviour during the day, she content= 
herself by reporting their errors to the head of the house. 

But one gets tired even of being good, and a long spell e' 
virtuous self-denial had told upon Alexander William a 
Orestes Samuel, and on Tuesday they had “a field day,” as, by tl: 
evening, two pairs of trousers knees, three panes of glas Jinn! 
plate, a stray dog and a case of red enamel could have testified. 

Aud, as they lie in their beds, watching the moon rise silen' | 
over the gables and chimney-pots of the pious little hamiet © 
\Wendon, they felt a fast growing dread of the return of U 
ternal father. How the half-hours dragged by ! what Inge" 
minutes were they ! But at last the old man’s footsteps were he’ 
crossing the oilclothed hall, Quaking with apprehension, Ore-t- 
sid at last— ; an 

“ Alick, what did father take out 0’ the ‘all stand this morninz— 
his umbrella or that whangee cane?” 

“ Th'—th'—th'—whangee cane,” chattered Alexander. 

“Oh, lor’ !" 

“O-oh, lor’ !” eee, 

“ Alick, d’ye know what I'm goin’ todo? Sham to he asleep. 

“No fear,” said Alick, “there be no shamming if hes got t ” 
whangee. I'm going to get up and put onevery pair of trou-ers | ' 
got—five. This is no time for shamming !” 

a 


A HINT TO EMIGRANTS. a. 
THERE area good many young Englishmen, ne er-do-wees © 
the most part, who, getting tired of the steadines: of things in 0" 
prosaic old country, scoot out to the West in the fond belie os 
life in the bush isall beer and skittles. A young triend of SLat Lt 
‘ot this crotchet in his brain-box, and he went. He wet : 
fis front row of teeth now and his right ear for the pres © 
steerage berth hack “across the big drink,” and think otULUe, : 
walking from Liverpool afterwards, The first Sunday hed 
arrival in Oklahoowoollamalooloo Gulch, he opined that ee i 
go through the day without a shave, ‘There wasn ta barber kis 
tive miles; but his broncho got over that difficulty, and he a 
seat in the only apology for a shaving-chair in the coloured 
ber’s cabin at Chinkcreeper Creek. : } 1 
The lather, to start with, didn't strike him as being fresh! 
for each customer. There was a peculiar odour (att seo" 
tield mouse who had nibbled his way into a bar of soap ee fh 
in the hole of alkali poisoning. This was bad enough: 1 
young man tried to live it down, despite the way the living ps 
of the snug little barber's in the Caledonian Road dancers hat 
his eyes, But when, the lathering being finished, the ebeny Le 
produced a jagged scimetar about fifteen inches pda : 
Pet hea strop it on the leg of his Wellington boot, Chan 
jibbed. : 
mel say, old—eh !—chappie,” he expostulated, mildly, 2° Hy 
rose from the operating chair and laid his white Uae ae 
restraint, upon the sinewy forearm of the grinning tonsorit 
say, you're not going to shave me with that cae 
«You bet | am, boss,” calmly replied he of the razor; 
heaben on'y grant de blessed ‘andle don't break.” 
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A MEM. FOR THE MARRYING. 


(A SOOTHING SONG.) 
jist been a unced that certain firms of silversmiths and others are 
Ae ae welding presents that have been duplicated.) 


deta 
Saul 


— 


a sto exe! 
ve ere ONCE more unto those | 
Sy eee ae about to marry 
eadieg crane Wier SLOPER here tenders | 
vy oun Weddry TIE ETS his sage advice, 
(wel wean ~ : Not that (like Punch) 
Lt Lay he would have them 
7 ‘hon? 


tarry 
If really they fancy 
each other nice! 

No; ‘tis atip that with 
joy is thrilling 

ail those who've a 
blithe little wedding 
arranged, 

‘Tis the offer made by 
some firms now 
willing 

That wedding presents 
shall be exchanged! 


Ah, when wedding pre- 
sents are duplicated, 
Often they make you 
feel deranged, 
So'tis scothing to know 
that (as herein 
stated) 
Such wedding presents 
may be exchanged ! 


Say that claret jugs and tins for biscuit, 
And books and bracelets have come in shoals, 
Alloverplus, now you away may whisk it, 
And swop, say, for carpets and clothes and coals ! 
‘Tis not guete in this form, of course, at present, 
Or certain firms might be disarranged, 
Bur still, young couples, the outlook’s pieasant— 
Siuce some wedding presents may be exchanged ! 


For, when wedding presents, etc. 
—— 


A DREAD ORDEAL. 

Witt the fair girl's first, sweet, coyly given kiss yet warm upon 
js ins—with his necktie still ruffled by her embrace—the young 
a od tootdiv before the bluff, hearty old gentleman whom 

t cased father, the dread being whose permission had 
;, ‘a he obtained to the engagement, whose refusal would crush 
» fond hearts—blight two bright, hopeful lives which had 
erro Known not sorrow, 
id bov, who had risen courteously from his study table as 
entered, now waved his hand towards a chair as though 
¢ his visitor to be seated, but the trembling youth was too 
i 1o notice the gesture, Clearing his throat with Young 
u's Debating Society dexterity, he essayed to speak, but could 
no word, His hot, parched tongue clave to the roof of his 
uth: a cold sweat broke out 
r his brow; he felt his 
ees civing way beneath him 
» stood there, a picture of 
wot terror, before the very 
yu oupen whom he- particn- 
esired to make a good 
Dpcession, 
Khar ine Kindly expression 
on tue ald) gentleman s 
Direnance in & measure re- 
sured hime; and, with ow 
ishty effort, he overcame his = 
fot 
“Mr. Mennicalls,” 
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he said, 
okenty, “t—your daughter 
er—tuat is, should say that 
i\—er—Miss Mennicalls has 
opesed to—T mean—er—that, 
wove —tha P have asked 
rio be my wife, and, and— 

she has consented. [ 
ov he continued, his eyes 
Loienine with enthusiasm 
proceeded, and relieved beyond expression that the boldness 
iis avewal had not ealled forth any immediate display of 
uper or animosity, “TL know Lam not worthy of her, sir; that 
emving your permission Tam asking you to part with what 
Mot be te greatest joy and hope of your declining years; and, 


Mink without her, [ would never seek to rob you thus, Do not 

Is tne by a refusal, Can you spare this priceless treasure ?” 
vused, breathless, and as he did so, the old gentleman laid 

B havd paterually upon the pleading lover's shoulder. “George,” 


said, kindly, “you are a good lad. Do _yon see those papers on 
bider table?) They are bills, my boy—Millicent’s bills. I have 
t been writing cheques for the various amounts. Tet's see— 


e iilliner’s bil—a new hat and a few other little things, I 
lieve—#12 7x, 67., and a little trifle of £9 odd to her shoemaker. 
Course there's the usual item of ten guineas for singing lessons ; 
t there, you don't want to know all this, Cau I spare her, you 


J ~ so, my lad—I think so. Take her, George ; take her, 
‘less you, 


oo 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV." 
NO. 53.—GABRIELLE SANGAZURE. 


OLD ALLY SLOPER 
Was a merry old toper, ° 
And a merry old toper was he, 
He called for his glass, 
And he called for his lass—- 
Yea, for Friv. Girl Fifty-Three ; 
For he knew jolly well 
That the jolliest belle 
In the wide, wide world was she! 
Old Iky Mo 
Was an amorous beau, 
And an amorous beau was he; 
He called for his tile, 
And he called with a smile 
Upon Friv. Girl Fifty-Three. 
But deep was his moan 
When they told him she'd gone 
ALLY SLOPER, Esq., to see. 
Old ALLY SLOPER 
Said, “ You base interloper, 
You shall fight for the girl with 
m 


So they called for each a sword, 
And tney called upon the 
lord 
Known as Bob to be referee. 
But, before a blow was struck 
Ran the dainty little duck 
Right sea them, and said, with 
“wet ee, 
Come, you needn't fight on my ‘count, 
. )'m engazed to wed a viscount, 
So lll flirt with neither THOU nor THEE!" 


tthat my life would be a pitiful mockery—a mere hopeless | 


ere’s the dressmaker's little account for this quarter, £36 17s, 11d. ; | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— 


| New HEBRIDES, WESTERN PaciFic, April 5th, 1892. 
| DEAR Six,—Your valuable Journal finds its way here some- 
| times, and is much prized. When we see the dusky daughters of 
Eve in their native attire, we think of your “Society for the 
| Supply of Underclothing to Zulu Maidens,” and wish you could 
extend vour philanthropy to Polynesia. We address you mainly 
with reference to the Australian Colonies and the education of the 
average Colonial, as the following will illustrate. On this island 
there are no potatoes, and, on a resident here (a Colonial) writing 
home deploring this fact, a young English lady sent him out by 
post (at a cost of eightpence for postage) a large potato, and 
remarked that she had sent him one as much like SLOPER'S nose 
as possible, You will hardly credit it, but our friend positively 
sees no joke about it, nor any resemblance to a nose, but simply a 
potato, and he is much annoyed, There is something sad about 
the whole affair,and it has cast a gloom over our caiablish awit, no 
man having courage to speak on the subject. We think you ought 
to be nade soyetuted with the foregoing, aud feeling sure of your 
sympathy, we beg to remain, 
Yours admiringly, SANTO BROS. 
P.S.—We were going to send you a vam from the Island of 
Tamia, where they grow three fect long, but fear giving offence, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 120.—HE Gets Two oR THREE BEGGING LETTERS, 
Four-and-forty warriors good 
In four-and-forty towns 
Had sworn to shed their blue, blue blood, 
And blue their last half-crowns, 
That four-and-forty benches they might seize 
As four-and-forty Gladstonite M.P.s. 
And each of four-and-forty warriors good 
Exclaimed within his inmost self, * Odzblood! 
I'll coax the Grand Old Man of Mildew Court 
My cause and candidature to support!” 


Five-and-fifty valiant wights 
In five-and-fifty towns 
Had sworn, as faithful Josephites, 
To face Gladstonian frowns 
Within the blissful hower beneath Big Ben: 
And each of five-and-fifty stalwart men 
Resolved in this wise, * Though old Mouldypate's 
A Liberal to the backbone, vet he hates 
Home Rule and Home Rute faddists like the D. 
He'll find great pleasure in supporting me!” 


Six-and-sixty blokes astute 
In six-and-sixty towns 
Had sworn that sinart Sir Hugo's ‘cute 
Achievement on the Downs 
Should prove a fleabite to the way they d win 
The great Klection Stakes, and revel in 
St. Stephen's as Conservative M.P.s; 
And suavely to himself said each of these, 
“The Wreck’s a Tory of the good old sort: 
I'll meekly cringe to him for his support!” 


Seven-and-seventy savage swears 
In seven-and-seventy tongues 
Came rolling, rushing up the stairs 
That Jed from SLOPER’s lungs 
To SLOPER'S tips, when to the Wreck were given 
Communications fifteen times eleven 
From tifteen times eleven Smiths, Joneses, Browns, 
In fifteen times eleven far distant towns— 
That an Election nears us hed forgot, 
So, when he twigged that all that horrid lot 
Of letters ended thas, “Support me, pray !" 
He read their meaning in a different way, 
“What! Do these spongers take me, then, for an 
Infernal workhouse?) Must a poor old man, 
Who can't support himself, support a hive 
That holds one hundred drones and sixty-five? 
Though Friend of Man, no millionaire am 1: 
Why don't the knaves to General Booth apply 2” 


THE MAY QUEEN. 

IT was at our Penny Reading; and all the nobility of our little 
village was there. We had all been on the tiptoe of expectation 
for the advent of the new belle, Miss Leonore Lobsterbox, whose ; 
family had recently come to live opposite Bobberino Barracks, 
and when at last the viear, who iook the chair, announced that 
she would actually appear and recite a piece, the clapping of hands 
was tremendous, For, quite on the q.t., mind von, young Sergeant 
Snitcher was sitting in the front seats with little Billie Lobsterbox, 
and the village gossips had it that he was “making eyes” at the 
lovely Leonore, and was going to marry her whenever his maiden | 
aunt returned from Tierra del Fuego and bought him out, | 

Leonore advanced to the edge of the piatform, and, with a 
winning look in her blue and somewhat inflamed eyes, began: 

“You must wake and call me early—call me early, mother, 
dear——” 

“What ’nd he the use ?—she wouldn't get up,” remarked the 
younger brother, in painfully audible tones, “Five mornin’s out 
of six I ‘aves to go up and bo ster her!” | 

And before Leonore could go on with the “To-morrow will be 
the brightest day of all the glad New Year,” Billie had been dragged 
out by the verger. 

a a 
| 
| 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 1.—BEACH versus BEECH. 
Tityre, tu patule recubans sub tegmine agi, etc.—VIRGIL. 


OF yore the Mantuan minstrel sang, 
In mild, melodious measure, 

That no delight on earth could bang 
The average earthly pleasure 

So hugely as that lucky swain’s 
Who, at his ease low Iving, 

Could blend his reed’s dulcifluous strains 
With peaceful zephyrs’ sighing, 

Or. joining in the cooling shade, 
For hour on honr could screech 

“I'n-ra-ra, Boom-de-ay,” while laid 
BENEATH the spreading Beech ! 


But, though your sylvan scenes be sweet, 
Your beechen shades delicious, 

To seek the shepherd's lone retreat 
I'm not at all ambitious, 

It gives me bliss more pure, more strong, 
On seaside sands so shiny 

To watch the jovial, genial throng,— 
To sniff the healthful briny,— 

To pass the hours in careless glee 
With some fair maid, and teach 

The dear one Cupid's A BC,— 

UPON the spreading Beach! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Ts it true that Tennyson's well known song, “ Break ! break! 
break !"’ was inspired by his having seen a bull ina china shop? 

Wuy may one think that SLopER has popped the question to 
many young ladies ?—Because he's got such a lot of No-es. 

SHYLOCK addressed Antonio as “ You that did void your rheum 
upon my beard.” Is't possible that Antonio was a barber, and that 
the rheum was bay sibeprey a 

THE key that admits P, C, X49 to the supper room: Coo-key, 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE WICKED WORLD. 


—= 
CHAPTER Iv. 

“THERE, my love, is the land of our adoption,” said a dark eved 
looking man to a lovely girl who stood by his side leaning idly on 
the bulwarks ‘ 
of a steamer 
which was 
rapidly sweep- 
ing into the 
harbour at 
Cape Town. 

The speaker 
was dressed in 
the travelling 
costume of 
sunny Italy, 
He wore a 
much frayed 
velveteen coat, 
n soft and pic- 
turesquely 
battered hat 
the rim of 
which was 
slouched down 
all round, and 
his lower limbs 
were swathed 
in parti-colour- 
ed wrappings 
of ribbon with 
corduroy con 
tinuations, 
The girl was 
also dressed in 
the picturesque peasant costume of the sunny land. A dress of 
dark material was not so long as to conceal an exquisitely turned 
pair of ankles, while her head was loosely covered with a gaily 
coloured pocket-handkerchief, knotted beneath the chin, The 
two were hardly recognizable as the Count di Carldoddi and his 
daughter, 

“There is the land of Ophir, my dear—a land as bright as our 
own loved Italy, but a laud where honest if aristocratic poverty 
need think no shame to toil.” . 

“It isa fair land, father,” murmured the girl. 
we should be happy.” 

“Live! we eanuot fail to live. ‘We shall even be welcome, We 
shall be a novelty, and the colonists are freeliauded.” 

“They are mostly Englishmen, | understand,” 

“Englishmen! That is so; but Englishinen with keen memo- 


The land of Ophir. 


“Tf we but live, 


ries of the land 
they have — left. 
They will recog- 


nize the stranger 
pifferaro man asa 
Ineinory of -ome- 
thing they have 
known at home. 
To have gone to 
England, as we 


first thought of, 
would have been 
ruin. England is 
overrun with 
Italians, They are 
too cheap. There 
ie ne street without 
its iec-eream shop; 
there is no square 
without its pifs 
feraro man or its 
piano, Hokey 
pokey is a drug in 
the land, and a 
monkey attracteth 
not the copper, 
Here all is dif- 
fferent. We are 
the pioneers in the 
business in South 
Africa; none have 
preceded us, We 
will awaken memo- 
ries in the British 
heart of the joys they have left behind, and they will be generous.” 

“Tt isa fair picture and a likely one,” said the damsel, “1 Jeel, 
father, you are wise in this as in all other matters.” 

“Do yon, then, still think I advise you well in the matter of the 
young Saratoga? and have you no regrets?” 

“Regrets! Not a regret. | am even sorry 1 was not harsher 
with him. He was a mean money-hunter, and I do not believe | 
ever loved him, My heart is as free as the ait, aud towards Iom- 
bardi di Saratoga I feel nothing but contempt.” 

“fam pleased to hear it, my dear; but we must prepare to leave 
the ship. Ina few minutes she will be moored at the quay, and 
we will have our feet on Afric’s soil.” 

“Our luggage is very light,” said the girl, with a laugh, “and we 
will not tax the strength of the porters to convey it to an hotel. 
That is one of the 
privlenee of travel- 
ing incognito. . 

“Yes,"? muttered 
the Count, as he 
dived downaladder 
to his berth; “and 
it is also a distinct 
advantage when 
one is tochange his 
lodgings without 
squaring accounts 
with his landlady. 
Not that [ would 
care to do such a 
thing.” he con- 
tinued, “but it 
might be necessary 
on an emergency. 
One nevercan tell.’ 

Ina few minutes 
the steamer was at 
the quay and the 
disembarkation 
was in process. 
Julliet and her 
father slipped 

uietly ashore, 
two small bundles 
were lightly carried 
by the girl, and 
the Count carried 
the pipes. Asthey 
passed along the ; 
street the curious scenes arrested their eves fora moment, but they 


Disembarkation, 


Lodgings. 


} rapidly pushed on, At last an unostentatious ticket met the Counts 


engleeye. It bore the legend, “ Lodgings.” The house was Humble, 
but clean, and ina few minutes the aliens had founda piace of rest. 


(Lu be continued neat week.) 


i] 
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THE “FOB.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. A FAIR PROMISE. 


| 
| 


Miss Uglymugg. I always like to get into deep wat. ; 
Miss Prettypert. Why? bs 
Miss Uglymugg. Because the fellows do stare so, 


No, 262.—Mn. GeonceE BARRETT, F.O.S. 

“In introducing to your notice the above portrait of George 
Barrett, we feel that preliminary comment is unnecessary. 
Wherever the English tengue 1s) spoken, there is George ick. So r ; + 
Barrett a well known character, Popniar he is both with peer Children (in chorus). Oh, papa! do take us to the circus to-night. Nous toe Ned sedaiea is going to be marric', 
and peasant. Without him the world would be a blank, to a vather. Tam really too busy, dears. But, there, be very good and obedicut all the week, and you shall go Mahistick. Yes. Such a pity, ain't it? He was 
great portion of the racing community at anyrate, George to church with me next Sunday. ? a decent fellow. rues 
nay be said to have commenced his career—that is to say, his 5 ped aS ee oe 
racing career—upon Hampstead Heath bat not yesterday, or aa 2 = = = 
the day before, but many years ago. fe then astonished the 
world by the extraordinary freaks pertormed by him on donkey AN AW FU L su RPRISE. 
back. On one occasion he actually made one of these quadru- 
pers travel at the rate of two miles an hour, much to the 
astonishment of the assembled spectators, So delighted was 
the owner of the animal, that he wanted to charge double the 
usual donkey hire, but George was too old and ‘cute a bird to be 
caught by chaff, sv evaded payment altogether by declaring 
bankruptey with assets mii, For the next few years—at least, 

93 far as this biography ia concerned —George’s life is a blank, 
but at the end of that period he made his reappearance before 
the public as a full fledved light weight jockey. Quickly taking 
the Duke of Westminster and several other noblemen under his 
own especial patronage, it was not long before he placed to his 
credit most of the principal races run in this eountey. Chiefly 
hecanse of his superior jockeyship, our hero was created F.0.5., 
and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him June 20th, 
18IL."—Debrett Jinproced. 


First Shoeblack. Shine, sir? Do ‘em up, sir? 

Snuffy arty. No, thanks, 

Second Shoeblack. Don't trouble the genelm‘n, Bill. P'r'aps'e 
wears spats, ‘cause ‘e ain't got no huppers to “is boots, 


(1). Old Spoonbate was an enthusiastic angler. He made fishing the business and he had never dreamed of. He fled in wild panice.—(5). “Come down 
recreation of his life.——(2). Day after day and year afler year he sought the banks yelped his son—a foolhardy youth, “ Blamed fi don't b'lieve it’s a thing the 

of his favourite stream to munch his provisions and contemplate the ripples. — (3). fish. I've heard of ‘em, though I never see one before." ——(6). The striplin 
Sometimes, when the conditions of sky and water were favourable, the sport grew jecture proved correct. But poor Spoonbate’s brain never recovered from tl 
exciting. He made large vs of all kinds of interesting things.—(4). One day, He is quite harmless. however, and enjoys his favourite pastime as mucli as ever, 
after forty years of it, how , he hooked a strange scaly monster with fins, snch as now in the common but useful domestic pail instead of the silvery stream. 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED: LARGE BORROWING POWERS. | EQUESTRIAN. 


22S ~ 


al! 


—— 


LOS \ 


“\ Ss 


i MY AK 
M 4 | 


“Sav, 8am, d'ye think I shoul] be able ta eet an engagement 
at Buffalo Bill's?" “% Better try the States Government, sonny. 
The sight of you would kill off the Injuns too quick to make the 
show pay.” 


: “Here, I say. call that a cigarette ?” Very early morning in Rotten Now. 
No. 16.—Rose. “ All right, Dick, only one of my borrowing papers.” [You must see it fo be oe = 
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